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was spoiled for him by indifferent music. His
body was indefatigable, doing him yeoman's
service in this breathless chase of pleasures. On
April n, 1662, he mentions that he went to bed
" weary, which I seldom aw;" and already over
thirty, he would sit up all night cheerfully to see
a comet But it is never pleasure that exhausts
the pleasure-seeker; for in that career, as in all
others, it is failure that kills. The man who
enjoys so wholly and bears so impatiently the
slightest widowhood from joy, is just the man to
lose a night's rest over some paltry question of
his right to fiddle on the leads, or to be " vexed
to the blood " by a solecism in his wife's attire ;
and we find in consequence that he was always
peevish when he was hungry, and that his head
" aked mightily" after a dispute. But nothing
could divert him from his aim in life; his remedy
in care was the same as his delight in prosperity;
it was with pleasure, and with pleasure only,
that he sought to drive out sorrow ; and, whether
he was jealous of his wife or skulking from a
bailiff, he would equally take refuge in the theatre.
There, if the house be full and the company noble,
if the songs be tunable, the actors perfect, and the
play diverting, this odd hero of the secret Diary,
this private self-adorer, will speedily be healed of
his distresses.